Tihe Wee
BY POWER & BAR

- il
E

—-——

ESDALE|

tarksdale, J. L. Power, Harris Barksdale.

OB VAT - cevrees mbimbmabm sy rarnmas i U
Six Months.......mn 1

Three T e N
sorved by the Carrier, §2
per year,

City =gb=cribers

2~ Numes invariably digscontinued at ex-

piration of time paid for, unless renewed,

g4 Roewmittances should be by postal order, | won't you,

or registered, When otherwise,

at ynbeeribers’ risk

BN EE W S TET YE T e e

WE MEET ON CHRISTMAS DAY.

The amber eky (5 glowing,
The lesfles: brunches sway ;
The dying breczes whisper,
“ A vear has passad awny™
Farewell to sapphire splendor
Of summyer-tinted skies,
Al = et windst low \.\Il:'-pf_\_t."
And bending Nowers” replies.

I bear the joy-bellz ringling—
=i near. so far aiway—
Thi= happy messnge bringing,
“We mest on Christinas dav.”
Vol thoneh the world be cheerless,
And though the skies be gray,
For nee thie alr is golden
A any summers day.

»

Benenth the bronzing branches
Our |l farewell was said,

With golden sunlight glancing

Through leaves o goldéen red ;

rodad w4 all the wonders

Of Natare's slow decay ;

But loud = --;_{'hl:l',-lrr-.
Qur weleomes: rings to-day.

A

ras=li

Althongh tie vear is dying,
Foooe 1ts ddeath s Hile,
An end of wonry =ighing,

And pesee to weary -!I’"Irn"‘
While every pulse is thrilling,
Al bounding to the sway

OF pussion, madly ringing,
“We meet on Christmonas day.™

I know sweel eyes will hrighten,
And swifrese blushes barn,
Anldusky lnzhiea darken
O'er 'aoks tor which 1 vearn.
0 wll gla ! hearts the gladdest

Wil weet my own—to say.
My love and 1| who love her
Wikl meet on Chiristmas day "’

I{ru.'

1 r

Maudie’s Christmas.

Like heautiful dream of the
I""t“‘ ]..il'.i':.‘ .-l.l' '~Tl|ln| lllIHr!' llll! ]tlﬂg
mwircor, arcayed in costly velvet that
swept Lthe Hoor and ril‘ilpt‘\] ner t-xquixilu
form in long, waving folds.
brown hair was
enrelessly braided into a coronet upon
the gqueenly hend, and amid its dark shad
ows there plistened n tiny star of glow
ing Hamonds,

With i eareless hand she took l]li‘jew-
wls trom the casket before her, and then,

=Orne

I'he gleanming Jdark

with a dissatistied look, she I!tl:lg them
h‘-t:ll L

What did she care for diamonds?
Thev were n w"!nnl,: 1{}] lll'.r; she could
affird to ling them away—she, the bank-

er's wite, who counted his wealth by the
millions.  Onee, when she was poor and
friendle==. she had longed for them ; but
pow, womanlike, when doting husband
heaped them upon her with a lavish
hand, she cared no more for them than
as if they were 80 much glass.

At lust her toiler was v-.nmp[:.-ln'--l, and
with a glance of pride she gnzed into the
lovely vision reflected in the glass hefore
her. She was beautiful and knew
it.  She had all a beautiful woman’s love
for admiration, and it was & trivmph to
her proud and foolish heart to know that
she was gueen in the nm‘itl’v in which
ghe moved,  Wherever she went men
bowed down and worshipped her, and for
that =he hived and that al me.

Her husband, her home, her child
were nuught ; she loved society and admi
ration more than her very sour, aaa, ke
many a woman betore her, she bowed to
the fatal goddess and trampled on her
very heart.

This very night—Christmas eve it was
—hir husband had unplored her to stay
at home, if not for his sake, for Maudies,
who seemed ill and restless,

“*No," said Arline coldly, with not a
toneh of love or symp wthy i1 her beaulti
ful eves, “1 have said 1 would [LON amd 1
shall;” and then she lud turned carelessly
toward the mirror to finish her toilet.

“But Maudie is not well,” he said ap
pealingly.

“*Oh, pshaw! she is well enough ; itis
only your imagination,”

With a sigh he had turned away. This

beautiful woman—had she vo soul 7 And
then he paced the room with a troubled
Jook. At last the finishing touch was
added, and she stood before him trium-
phant in her loveliness. She saw the
Hook upou his face.  With a light touch
ghe luid one jeweled hand upon hiz ghoul-
ler and looked up into his face, her eyas
lglowing with a strange, questioning look
through their long lashes.
It was her woman's spirit of coquetry
that caused her to do this; but he, be-
sause be was looking for every symbol of
er soul, deemed it was her sympathy
and love for him, and for & moment he
dreamed that he was understocd. The
power of her beauty rushed over him
Jike a spell of olden days; and the dark,
uplifted eyes, with their strange, dreamy
Hoos, thrilled him as they had so often
done beture. With -a low cry, half of
joy and half of pain, he took her iu his
arms and held her close. And she was
all his own—this beautiful being whom
society throned as its gueen, and men
bowed before as to a goddess. And
yot—her heart, her soul—where were
lllt‘_‘\f..'

As the thought came again into his
mind, he put her suddenly from him,
murmuring, ‘I am a fool, she is like all_
the rest.”

“What did you say?” said Arline in-
differently, who had caught the latter
part of his faint whisper.

“*Nothing,"” he said, struck by the un-
sympathetic tone. Would she never un-
derstand him—would she never love as
he aad loved? Was their life always to
be like this, and was the welfare of their
child naught to her, that she could for-
ﬁut it for the sake of society who loved

er only for her beauty, her wealth and
her position. Had he married a beauti-
ful doll or a woman?

With a sigh which she neither heard
nor felt, he had gone from her leaving
her radiant and happy. Why should be
grieve—all women were alike, soulless
and indifferent, should he expect her to
be any different? Why should he care
80 long as she seemed bappy?

Arline was just putting on her gloves
hen the maid came in with little two-
year-old Maudie in her arms. When she
caught sight of her mother's dasmling
Jewels and costly robes, her delight knew
no bounds.

“Pitty mamma, I wanted to see 'oo,”
she said in her conning way, putting up
hep arms to Arlive.

-

‘Did you,”
her carelessly,*‘well, here,” and
into the child’s lap heaps of - i
%;t that children love to

blll.’

ldl
|go”"—and the little voice sounded pit- |
|
|
|

-| she heard and eaw it all.

that futed evening.
| ’
{ her sad and mournful, and in her ear
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- and the lips began to quiver.

Maudie just a little to-night,

i

mamma " and again tae

they will be | ) by arms were lung clingiogly around |
s | the mother's peck.

{girl, **1 must go.”

| flushed the little face was nor how hot the
tiny hands were. Putting the arms from
her neck she glided from the room even
while the piteous voice resounded there.
She did not stop to see the tears stealing
| down the little face, por the imploring
{ arms extended toward ber.

Too late Arline saw them. When the
lips were cold and still and a merciful
God had hushed forever the pitiful ery,
When the
arms, she had carelessly brushed away,
were stiff and cold—then she would have
given sll the years of her life to have
felt once more their clinging hold.

The morning light was just faintly
dawning in the East, when Arlive
stepped  from  the brilliantly lighted
| halls of the gay maunsion into the gloem
job the cold winter morning.

When the earriage door closed, she
leaned back againat the cushioned seat
and wearily shut her eyes. Some how
the vision of Mawlie's hungry blue eyes
had haunted her amid all the trinmph of
The music came to

rang the ery, “Dou’t go, mamma, please
don’t go."  Amid the laughter and the
light and the gayety, she saw only the
wistful eyes with their sad, unchilidlike
louk.

And now amid the cold and gloom ot
the dark morniug she felt, with a strange
thrill, the baby arms around her neck.
With a shiver ghie drew her wraps close

around her,  Still she felt their clasp,
and now with a strange undefinable shud-
der, she sank further into the corner of
the carrviage.

On, on sped the horses. At last the
door of her own home is reached. Her
husband opens the door and helps her
out. He looks anxiously at the pale face
uplifted to his, bat attributes the pale:
ness only to fatigue.

With a languid step she reached the
steps.  How strange “and silent every-
thing seems. The houss is so cold and
so dark. The lights are all out—the
servarnts must all be in bed. Her hus-
band passes into the library to light his
cigar,

Up the steps she drags her tired feet—
at every step the pleading eyes of Maadie
meet her gaze, and they are filled with
silent tears. The baby-arms cling to
her neck, the hands caress her face.

Past her own door, through the long,
dark halls she sweeps, her velvet robes
trailing with a strange, deadened sound
along the floor. How still the house is!
On she passes till she reaches the nur-
sery door. Here she stops and bolds her
bresth—not a sound. She opens the
door—the maid is lying on a rug in front
of the fire, fast asleep. The fire is al-
most out, and the rvom looks eold and
dreary. Something, she caunot tell
what, seems pressing around her heart.
Her hands are growing cold.  She drops
oft her shawls and wraps and looks
around—where is Mawlie! Oh, here
she is fast asleep beneath the rose-col-
ored silken cn\'erletuher dimpled hands
folded.

Stooping down to the tiny form, she
kisses the lips. Asleep! with a mad
ory she starts back, thon ociele «w L.
knees beside the pod. The lips are icy
cold ; the hands are like marble. Too
lute the mother's heart has eaught the
awful trath. She is asleep—yes, asleep

jorever ! Moan after moan comes from

| her colorless lips ; she does not cry out

—she ooly koeels there in silent agony
and makes no murmur. God bas pun-
ished her, but through all that madden-
ing grief and paio she knows that God is
just. But oh! just to hear that pitiful
cry once more ; just to feel the tiny arms
around her neck. To the very ground
#he would humble her beauty and her
pride if, for one moment, she could feel
the tender ecaresses of Maudie’s loving
hands, or be able to lavish on her the
love her ehild’s heart craved and died
for. But, no! Maudie's face gleamed
like an angel's through the gloom, and
from it now has fled the look of piteous
pleading. The lips no longer quiver
with their baby yearsiugs and disap-
pointment.

Lower falls the mother's head until at
last it dropa upon. Maudie's golden hair.
One fair arm is thrown around the child’s
hiead, and the mother’s dark hair mingles
with her darling's sunny tresses. 1n her
tortured, grieving heart there is no lack
of love now.

The light of the Christmas dawn
steals into the roem and silently falls
upon the two beautiful faces. The bells
which Maudie will never hear ring out
mournfully upon the chill, cold air and
sonnd the death knell unto the mother's
ears.

Softly the door opens, and the hus-
band and father stands before them,
awed by that scene of death and beauty.

In his heart the grief and the pain
have entered, but in the mother’s atti-
tude he recognizes the beauty and the
tenderness ot her woman’s heart. At
last he has found his wife’s soul, and
even though it be bought through his
child’s death, he knows that God has
deemed the sacrifice worthy.

Tio two beautiful heads are close to-
gether. The mother's dusky hair is
crowned with its star of light—but he
sees it not; he sees only the crown of
motherhood and beauty which God has
placed upon it.

‘“Arline!” he clasps her slender form
in his tender arms and kneels beside ber.
In that cry his heart goes forth to that
God who has taken Maudie’s tender soul,
but left in its stead a mother's noble
heart.

A Briefl Loeve Story.

This is a Christmas love story as told
by the Utica Herald :

““Nellie Gregg, ten years, came
i;:o the H:nld ce nlnd wanted m‘%nhow

e price of printing a love story. en
asked to show the story she said it was
not written, but she could tell it. The
little one wasgiven a seat, and told her

love st ily as follows : ‘Now
myna;?in emlr;g,ulmtthil
put in the Morning Herald, and sign m
name to it. Now, I went to El

county, California, with my father a year
go.ndnbo'dmnld a pi

[ real nice girl. Now, he fell ig love
with the girl and commenced writing to
hlr,‘;n% of last week he came
on

|

LITTLE BETH.

ltu be glad and merry with the children.
!agu, that little Beth died, and the mem-
lory of the baby girl twines itself among

Christmas memories so closely that if I
shouvld untwine the tender liftle vine, the
whole beautiful shining garland would fall
to pieces, wnd berry and leaf be lost.

Ah!to how many of us would the
walls of our life be bare of Christmas
pictures if the sweet face of a little child
did pot smile down on us under its wreath
of Chistmas ivys! And yet little Beth
was no more to ma than every soft, fair-
faced dimpled baby that will coo and
cuddle up to our bosoms is to every
motherly, aflectionate girl; and the
wotber of little Beth was ounly the wife
of vne of my™uther's rafiemen, a plain
piny-woods woman with no grace or ac
complishment beyond keeping a tidy
house, cooking a good meal for Steve
when he came off the logs, and loving
balby Beth with that unselfish love that
makes every true mother a beautiful
woman in the holiest sense of the worl.

Steve was a hard man as the word goes
amonz men. A hard worker, a hard
fighter, a hard husband, and alas for the
mother of little Beth, a hard drinker too,
at times. But he loved his baby, aund
although he was often cross and surly,
and sometimes brutally abusive to his
patient wife, he was never too drunk to
tondle the little girl.

“Beth is my little pitcher-plant and
she holds all the joy of my life,” he said
to me one day as he tossed the child over
his head, caught herin hislong arms and
pressed his lips to her mouth as though
he would drink her up in one big gulp.
But the child did not return lus %u:*cv
She was a delicate, timid little thing, and
the father's rough ways and loud vuice
frightened her, and she would scream as
if in pain and reach out her pretty arms
to her mother or me with a look of terror
in her blue eyes that would bave broken
the heart of any other futher; but Steve
did not seem to mind it.

“You women folks have spoilt her,” he
would say as he handed her over to us
with a patient smile,” ““but never mind,
she will love me better when she gets hig
enough to help me float the rafts.”

Ah! little Beth, was your fear of the
hard, rough hand prophetie ?

It was Christmas Eve, and how happy
Iwas! My heart was as merry as a
cricket and lighter than the thistle dowo.
Christmas gifts for each one of the happy
household were hid away under lock and
key, and among them a dainty dress and
two little white koitted stockings for my
baby Beth.

But little Beth was sick; had been sick
all the week before, and I had made
many visits between my Christmas plans
for amusement to the little sufterer and
her lonely mother. i
Steve was busy on the logs, for the
river was very high that week, and twice
the heavy rafis that came rushing down
with the roaring current had snappad the
big log-chains of the boom beﬁ)w the
mills und gone plunging to the lake.

Cool heads and strong hands were needed
utgut Hiia (lll}', WU neyver Dofoss led

Steve so well deserved the name of “hard
worker.”

“Girls,” said my father at the supper
table that night, glancing at me over his
cup of tea, “‘this hus been a hard day
with the log-men, but therafts have been
made secure for the night, and Steve
went home an hour ago drunker than I
have ever seen him. Perhaps some of
you had better run over and lcok after his
wife.”

There was to be music and a dance in
the parlor after supper—merry  games
with the children, and love-making with
a handsome ecousin over the glowing em-
bers of the big wood fire after the guests
had gone and the children were in bed
dreaming of Santa Claus. But love
little Beth was stronger than love for
“handsome cousin,” and in less than
minutes time I stood knocking at the
door of BSteve’s humble house. My
knock was avswered by a faint *‘come
in,” that gounded more like a sob than a
woman's voice. I opeuned the door and
there before the fire aat the poor mother
with her pale face bowed over the paler
face of the baby on her lap.

One glauce at thechild, one touch on
its little cold cheek, told me, young as 1
was, what the tenderest and most skillful
mother is o glow to know—told me that
little Beth was dying.

““Where's Steve ?” I asked, throwing
aside my shawl and beginning to chafe
the little waxen hands.

“Hush ! hush !" whispered the woman,
raising her eyes to mine with a look of
mingled anger and terror ; “‘he is in
there,” pointing to the adjoining room,

for
the

ten

But it was on this day, many years €

| father, and, erazad by drink and the | MIS

taunt of his baby’s fear of him, he struck
! ber a terrible blow with his brawoy fist
|on the tender little cheek that the poer

I scarcely know how totell you about |mother was bathing with her pitying
' ) ; It is such a sad little story for Christ- | Lears.
| ““Take ber away,” said Arline to the | mas Eve, this blessed season, when weall |

: ) try #o bravely to hide our tears for the _
Poor blind mother, she did not see how | dead under our smiles for the living; and | [#mb?” moaned the heart-

““Oh, my baby,
oes it hurt so bad, my precious little
gruken moth-
er, as, with a convulsive tremor, the
hild sobbed and straightened itself in

| her arms,

“It does not hurt her now, Batsy; |
the ivy and holly that wreathe my other | Dothing will ever burt her any more.

Little Beth is dead.”
Al! there are many sorrowful sights
in the world. Sorrow is woman's herit-
age. Tears are the pearls she wears of-
tenest, and the keen pick ax of pain can
cat our hearts to the quick in many
places, but there is nothing so sorrowful,
nothing so pitiful in God’s beautiful
world as the sight of a mother over ber
dead baby ; and no pang so full of quiv-
ering auguish as the mother feels when
the coflin lid hides the little white face of
her darling from ber longing eyes forev-
er. God help you, poor mothers! God
be very tender and pitiful to you, asd
God comfort you as He did, at the
last, comfort the mother of little Beth.

1 could never remember how I per-
suaded the poor woman to cease her fran-
tic cry of ““My baby, my poor little muor-
dered baby!” and lay the little one in
my arms. God helped me at first, and
then the arrival of neighbors awakened
that sensitive pride which dwells in the
heart of every true wife—that no matter
what the fault of the husband may be,
prevents her speaking of it to others.

“Do you think that bruised spot will
be noticed ?” she whispered to me as @}
was washing and dressing the little one
for the last time.

“*No, Betsy, it will not be notieed,” 1
answered, thinking to myself—she wﬂll
forgive him. i

‘The poor have no “‘best room.” The
mother of little Beth was put to bed by
kind hands, and the litle une—robefl in
her dainty Christmas Jress, with little
feet that would dance no more at my
coming, encased in the pretty Christmas
stockings, and little white hands folded
over her innocent bosom—was laid in
her cradle beside her.

This was the first time that the dark
cloud of death had floated over the May
sky of my life. Since shen the cloud has
hidden the blue from me for maoy long,
long days, and [ have lifted up eyes blind
with tears and cried out: There is no
more sunlight! Bat I shall never forget
my first bereavement—unever forget that
first night wateh with the dead.

Country people of the lower class
shrink from *‘sitting up with dead folks”
and three kind but superstitions women
who had assisted me in “laying out” the
baby was glad to retire to the kitchen and
gossip over their pot of coffee by the blaz-
ing kitchen fire. ‘
Slowly the hours of Christmas Eve in
which I had expected to be so merry wore
away and at last the hands of my watch
pointed to 2 o'clock. The sacred still-
ness of the room was broken only by the
chirp of a ericket, the cheerful little com-
panion of every country fire-place. I had
just looked at the mother and found her
sleeping, had passed my handscaressing-
ly over the little dead boady and thought
lovingly of the little life whose home it
had been, and was standing at the win-
dow watching the stars that the angels
had let out of the gates of beaven like

wwr tasases y e gl - ~anla tn, watal

us at night, when the door that led inte
the next room was hurriedly opened and
Steve, with wild blood shot eyes and a
look of mingle | fear and stupor on his
face, as though he hed just “:ﬂkened
from some horrible dream, strode into the
room.

“*What'sup? Where's Betsy? Where's
Beth?” )

“There,” I answered, pointing to the
little white robed figure in the cradle;
‘“there, and you struck her while she was
dying."” .
“God forgive me for my cruelty !” The
groan with which the man aiswered me
as he staggered to the cradle will ring in
my ears until my dying day.

“Don’t touch her, don’t dare to touch
my baby; I will kill you if you do!”
screamed the mother, springing from her
bed and grasping his bands as he knelt
by the eradle and attempted to raise the
little head from its pillow.

“Kill me, Betsy! Would to God you
could; but let me kiss the place where I
struck her. Oh, my little Beth; oh, my
baby, my beautiful pitcher-plant; God
palsy the hand that struck you! Where
did ‘1 hit her, Betsy? Show me the
place quick that I may wash it out with
my tears, Oh, how it hurt. See how
black it is. Oh, Betay, it will stay there
forever if you do not help me to wash it
out. (God! Forever, forever!”

Oh the beautiful spirit of forgiveness
that God has put into the heart of wo
man! The sight of her wretched and
penitent hushand’s terrible grief and de-
spair was more thau the true wife could
bear, and with one greal sob she threw

sualend

“‘dead drunk and fast asleep. Don't
wake him, for God's sake.”

“But little Beth is dying, Betsy, and
Steve must be ca.l.led,"{ ADIW
“Dying ! Oh, Miss Pearl, doun’t tell
me that my baby is dying. Sheis all I
have in the world to love me. Dyiag,
my baby dying! My God!—and he
struck her with bis fist—struck her there
on her pretty white cheek. Oh, my baby,
my poor little murdered baby.” -
#You are beside yourself, Betsy; Steve
would negver strike his own child, and he
muost be called. The child——"
She stopped me with a look that I bad
never seen in & womaun's eyes before, and
I pray God I may never see agsin.
“If he touches my baby sgain I will
kill him if I have to cut his throat while

“Yes, kill him, dead, dead, desd, as
dead helie!a“dmnk in that bed.”

“Do:’llookd. me in that soft way,
Miss Pearl, don't tell we what you always
must for-

£E-
it

'é

|

berself in his arms, erying out—*'I will
help you to wash it out, Steve. God help
us Eoth ”

The sight was too sacred for mortal
eyes ta.behold, and there, kneeling be-
side the dead baby, with arms clasped
around each other, and the beautiful
Christinas stars shining down oo them as
they shone on the shepherds, when the
angels sang *‘peace on earth, goold wilt to
man,” I left them alone together.

A child’s humble funeral procession
wound its way through the village streets
on Christmas evening. A little grave,
with & marble slab at its head, bearing
the ipscription : ‘“‘Baby Beth, 1 year
and 5 months old™—is always keptgreen
and beautiful with flowers in the village
graveyard. .

A pretty new house has sprung up in
place of the log cabin—new children
dance over its floors, peep out of its win-
dows, and call a happy womsan mother,
and of the master of the new house and

good
worker,” but never a ““hard drinker” any

Ah, little Beth, beautiful little pitcher-
plaat, you poured the Christmas m
love and tance into your =

bosom on the tthat the s carried
yms-:;ﬁmmunhua%m gift
to Christ’ in heaven! _

=

&

my poor little baby! !

are asleep. The father is a German, snd the

They are the favorite triplets now for beau-

eherubs, and each puir is receiving a great

suisss dress; blue or lpl

Johanie.
dreamily looking at the American fags that |

never cries

as to why their babies should take the prizes.

CELLANEOUS.

For Tn.c CLariox. ]
SONG OF THE NOXTH WIND.

|

I come from the desolare region,
"Neath the track of the wheeling bear,

Wirere th: ice bargs, numbering legions,
Groan like demons in despair;

As they clash midst the darksome alleys,
The yawning cliffs between,

Whilst the Aurora Boreulis
Sheds its weird light o'er the scene.

I've swept o'er the glaciers, creeping
Slowly seaward to their graves,

And the ice-mailed islandsz, keeping
Silent watch amidst the waves;

Then I rushed, wy strength outporing,
O’er thie snows of Labrador,

Whilst I hurled the billows, roaring,
'Gainst the rocks and trembling shore.

All the starry hosts of heaven,
And the moon and blessed sun,
With my cloud dlag, torn and riven,
I blot out every one;
And the lakes and brooks and rivers
At my touch grow still and dumb,
And the forest moans and shivers,
As with terror, when [ come.

From the ragged clouds I'm driving,
I shake the snow and sleet,
Till the flowers, ne longer living,
Lie all buried at my feet;
Wheao the birds I've hushed or banished,
And the earth iz made the tomb
Of the beaatiful forms that vanished
When I came with death and gloom.
J. R. E.

]

CHERUBS IN ARMS,

INCIDENTS OF THE GREAT NEW YORK
BABY SHOW,

Triplets and Twins and Single Infant
Phenomena--An Interesting Sight.

New York Sun of November 28.)

Mr. and Mrs. Finkelstone arrived late at
the baby show in Midger Hxll yesterday
morning. They were eagerly looked tor by
the managers. In their coach were Sarah,
Rebeces, and Leah, whose combined birth
wWis pmpcri%' chironicied in the Sun five
weeks ngo. They are very little yet. Leah,
the youngest, fmvors her futner. She has
thick, black hair, but her face iz not so large
as the palm of the haod of a small-gized
belle.  All day she made contemptuous faces
from ber woolen wrapper at the admiring
visitors. Sarah and Rebecea anre better
feeders, and look out upon the world in u
kindlier way. Mr. Finkelstone, wlo is a
poor man, gets $10 a day for his aond his
wife's loss of time,

Opposite these triplets, at the eastend of
the hall, sit Mr. and Mrs. Brummer, of
El'zabetih, N. J, belhiond a large basket wa-
gon, which, however, is too small te contain
it struggling load. This conslsts of Emma,
Ellen, Frances, and Sarali Brummer. These
three girls will be fourteen months old on
the 6th of December. They are all perfectly
formed, mischievous infants, thatcan be dis-
tinguisbed one frowm another only by the
ecolors of the broad sashes about their waists,
Their wother claims as one point of excel-
lence that they are not oo fat and not wo
lean. Eilen Frances shows best when she
is smiling, bnt Emma and Sarah when they
mother of German and [rish parentage.
ty. but other triplets are expected to-day.

There are seversl pairs of twios, all

many votes for the piize for this class of ex=
hibits.
The prevailing style in dress is white

Two Dollars a Year.

==

“JRS. MARY BELL™

Truth Siranger Than Fictionm.

Wno Canx SoLve THE MYSTERY OF THE
Harvtrss YoUxc WoMaN WHO WaAS WELL
Evvcaren—lRgarED 15 e Lar or Lux-
Uoev-=Axp Nlrrikpix Tue Porrex's Fixwp.

A Sad Siory of Real Life and Lis
Warning !
New Yok World, December 14.]

Mentiou has been made of the sudden
death, ut n Mwscdongall street bosrding-
house 1ot Monday ewniﬂﬁ. ofayoung wo-
mun who aceording o the testimony of
those who hoew ber st the lust, bhad evi-
dently been cducsted to a degree far be-
yond the common, and whose youth seemed
to have been spent in lnxury and refine-
ment. She died penniless, snd, u: less the
body is reclaimed to-day from the Morgue,
will be buried in the Potter's Ficld.

Her death occurred soow after child birth,

and seems to have been the result of a reck-
les2ness bora, perhaps. of hier hapless sitoa-
tion. She had been living under the assumed
name of Mrs. Mary Bell, but gave her real
name and the address of Ler tather only a
few hours betore she died, requesting the
r‘hysivian who attended her, Dr. Thomas 3,
Easton. to telegraph immediately to the ad-
dress in case anything serious happencd to
her, This was done Tuvsday morning, but
as yet no response has been received. The
father Is sald Lo be n wenlthy gentleman of
New Orleans—the dead wowan's husband
another well-known resident of the same
city. She wasnotmore than tweunty-gight
years of age; said she had been educated
abroud, und certaluly spoke seversl lan-
guages; was proficlent in musle and a Ag-
ent conversationalist. Five week: belore
her deuth she engaged board of Mrs. Holly,
at No 13 Muacdougall street, a representi-
tive house in that loeality. A week ago last
Tuvaday her child, a little girl, was born,
and Monday evening, between 9 and 10
o'vlock, the mother died.
“For some time past,” said Dr. Easton
yesterday, I have been identified with a
femule infirmary in West Twenty-fifth
street. | huve been advertisiog the place to
make it better known. Here is the first let-
ger | got from Mrs Bell. It Lias no date, but
I reveived 1t ou the 4th of November, That,
1 believe, was « Sunday ™

[Confidential.]
Mr Tuomas S, EastoN:
Deawr Sie: Excuse my addressing you in
this way, but I l:rusnmu you nre aware of
our being cow pelled to act against our will
sometimes and to do things most revolting
to cure finer feelings through unavoeidable
cirenmstances. Bat enougzh of all this, and
let we come o the point at once. Can you
cull on me ot your earlicst convenlenve? |
mu-t have a private talk over matters wicth
youin regard to my confinement, which 1
eXpret to take r!:u-:- in Junuary. 1 would
like to know a little more of the female in-
firmary, of 144 West Twen y-1iith street
under your supervisior, as i saw in lasi
Sunday's Hernld. If nothing «l<é proventa
you cun 1 expect vou cither Sunday or
Monday evening? Respecttully
Mus. M. Berr,

134 Muedouongal st., cor. West Third St.
This note was written with & good, firm
stendy hand, but the words were so run to-
geiber as toshow that they were written in
haste.
=1 called on her,” continned De. Eiston,
*ia doe time, 2l 1onud e to be ane of the
mo=t attractive woiuen | have ever seep, so
fur as af pearances go.  Her large eves, that
were full of expres<ion, were not reatly hinck
but very dark. Her bair reached almost
to her knees, for the day that I =aw her it
was unbourd. Wihen you looked ut her she
did not strike yvou as being a pretty woman,
but her manter was charming. She had a
peculiar daugh, ard when this laugh came it
was like & burst of suushine Irom behind
the clouds,
*she told we somothing of har personsl
history, but must of it was confidential.
The rest I will give you as she gave it to
me. Here is the last note I got trom  her.
It was just before she coutined. The note,
it appears, was written in the morning,
while the woman was evidently suffering
greatly, It was not delivered, however,
till 10 v'elock atwight, when & servant girl

nk sash, and cherry-
Tur cliv BArwiets. 1he
Was 71 A1 saaaee as |

faltest baby yesterda ,
broad curriage, |

He lays in a

festoon the ceiling, while the lurgest men in |

the room strive in vaio to clasp their hands

around s ankles The only man who

could do so yesterday was Police Capiain

Wilhiams, who is over six ieet o statare, It

The mothers nave very indefinite notions

Fhe mother of fifty four specially claims
wonderiul eyes aud a lovely chest.  This
child haz a very deep mouth. It had man-
aged to swallow two-thirds of a new lead
pencil belore the property could be recoy-
ercd. Next it grabbed for the reporter's
note book, which was norrowly rescued. Its
waine is Joseph. The mother of one hun-
dred and fiflty-six says she won't eall the
ehild handsome because visitors can see tor
themselves ; it is not her way to boast, but
the child 12 unuaaally smart on irs feet and
bealthy. George (440) is seven months old.
Toe claim wade tor it i3 its wonderful ap-
petite.  There seems to be « world of prom -
s in it. It can put its whole fist in iws
mouth without shutling its eyea. Richard
and Emily, 4- months-old twinsg are num-
bersd 55° Richard is a brunette and Emily
a blonde. It is cluimed tor them that they
are remarkably peacesble. Under eirenm-
stances that wouald draw yells from other
babes they only wink bhard,

The mother of 156 is popular among im-
par.ial visitors as A candidate for the prize
lor the most beautifal mother. Her buy
Churlie is entered for the prize for §-year-
olds, He is a brown-haired Charlie Ross,
who carries his ringlets tucked up under a
black velvet hat.

At sboat $:30 o'clock Gen. Mite and Min-
nie Obom, the Midgets, who had been op ex-
hivition in the first story, walked up to see
the babies, many of whom would nave been
trouble-oine customers for the General to
enceunter in a rough-and-tumble contest.
Miss Minnie was greatly pleasad, but Gen.
Mite wore a look of contempt tor his rivals
who were enjoying a sexson of pubiic ndmi-
ration that he probably felt was egually
brier and accidental.

Every mother I3 required 1o be seated in
her assigued pluce on the platfonm which
extends around the room. uud to keep her
baby or babies with Lier, DUt as neariy every
oune appears with an extra bahe, not entered
for prizes, the floor is uil of uncontrolied
and uncoutrollable infants. The lavorite at-
titude of these, when not toppling about on
their feet looking up into the faces of visi-
tors in vain search for their fathers, are on
their backs with their feet in the air. The
mothers are allowed acup of coffee each,
twice a day, together with asandwichand a
piece of ple, or two sandwiches without the
pie. The German wothers generally choose
the two sandwitches ; the American mothers
invarisbly take the pic.

Aunt 'Lizan Wins the Good Fight.

Missouri Brunswicker.]
““ Doctor, is I got to
“ Aunt "Liza, there is no hope for you.”
*“ Bres de Great Master for his éood

b ol

-

brought it to me.”

mg‘_t_u-.— lffnt‘. I.l nes _ur l.hl_:___u.q_t.g_ were, whitten
became more =tendy afrer the beginuing.
The note was in regard to her condition,
and begging the physiclan (o call at once
upon her.

“The ehiid, though premature,” said Dr.
Easton, * proved tobe a fine healthy girl.
and was given over to Mr. Kellock, Super-
intendent of the Out-Door Poor, whé has
taken good care of it. After the mother's
conflnement puerperal mania ensued. The
second time I called on her [ rapped at the
door, and she said, ‘Come in, doctor. 1
thought by the sound that some one bestdes
her-elt was in the room, and so [ was slow
to euter. When I went in, however, there
was po one  with her. 1 Jelt her
pulse, and as [ did so she pulted back
her arm  aud said, *‘Why, doctor, vou
Are brmk[nf my bones’ Then =she said,
*See, you have broken my arm. By
her own confession she had just tuken a
cold bath. I said, ‘My God, woman, you
wiil kill yourself.’ I left my son there that
night to watch her. He began about 9
o’clock and stayed till morning. Mrz. Hol-
ly was very kind indeed, and her bLrother
too. They were willing to do all they
could to help and comfort her. The next
night I left my boy in the house again, and
when [ weut to the place the next morning
I found the woman dead,

“1 cannot betray her family, and 1 will

only tell you what she told me without re-
serve. She said that she came to this city
in the later part of 1876 accompanied by a
confidential maid-servant. First, she said
she stopped at the Metropolitan Hotel, but
afterwards she denled that and left m« in
doubt as to where she did live. At the ho-
tel ehe met a man who paid her attention
and aflterwards suceeeded In betraving her.
Her stay in New York beiag longer than
she had expected she sent home for $500 aud
got it. When this had been spent by her-
self and her paramour she sent for more,
but did not get it. After this she pawned
her clothing, and finally had only two
changes of attire left. Then the man desert-
ed her.
*“The last night before she died she jump-
ed up In bed just as I was leaving, and, ask-
ing for pencil and paper, sery hastily wrote
this address, and told me to telegraph to her
father ifanything should happen to her.”

The doctor showed the name and address
of the Indy's father, in confidence.

“1 telegraphed as soon as she was dead,™
he continved, *but as yet [ have not had an
answer. The authorities have promised
that in ease her body Is buried without be-
ing clalmed by friends Lhe spot shali be
marked, so that it can be reclaimed at any
time.”

"Dr. Easton understands from what she
told him that his patient had been compell -
ed by her father, about two years ago, to
marry, inst her will, a man about =igty
years of age, and one child was bora to
them. The marriage from the first was an
unhappy one. She became very melan-
choly, and was sent to this city, in the ho
that her mind be distracted and that she
would return recovered. Duriog her mania

ra. Bell would break out in burstsofsong,

owing thorough lfamiliarity with opera-
tic, music accompanying herself at the time
upon an imaginary pleno. When first ap-

ied to Dr. Easton told her that his fee
would be $50. He finally charged $25, $20
of which was paid bhim bmn. ﬂol!z.
the remaining $5 Mrs. paid herseli.
He did not know where the woman got the

money.
“IEI.BQI.I was one of the finest ladies [
ever met,” said Mrs. Holly. * She never for-

got berself, Itke a t many women do,
but always right—at least so Iar as
{ I could see. that two or three

I
ladies ealled to see her while sho was sick,

Spanish gnﬂem n called on ber.
edmlgh and a.b':il gsve
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Ingennity of Sonthern Women in
Domestic Matiers.

Mrs. M. P. Handy in Philadelphia Weekly
Times. |

Ingenuity kept pace with necessity,

and Confederate women found time and

means to muks many pretty trifles.  Kab

bit, otter and muskrat skins, tanned at

wi!ich would not have done diseredit to a
ekilled furrier. Exquisite feather faus
were manufactured from white geese

of the Brazilian nuns, aside from their |
brilliant coloring, are scarcely more beau- |
tiful than the snow jeponicas worn by a
Contederate bride; yet they were the |
work of a lady friend. *“I began to fear |
[ should cot get them done in time," |
wrote the giver, *“‘My white Westpha.
ha geese went bathing in & mud puddle, ]
aud got themselves so dirty that they had |
te be washed and penued up to dry be-
fore their feathers could be used.”
French flowers were more than scarce,
and nearly all bonvet trimings, as well
as the boonets, were home-made.
Straw Hlowers, straw cordseand tassels,
ruches aud rosettes of ravelled silk—ihese
were morce common and less costly Than
well made feather Howers, Altogether
the women managed well enough ex-
cept with regard to their bonuets. lu
total ignorance of the Purisian decree, |
which with the rost of the waorld, had |
reduced these to a mere idea, they went |
on steadily addiug to the s'ze of theirs
until in 1865, when the barrier of their |
armies gave way, they stood revealed in |
verituble sk)ﬂsvmlwu. Ilip_h coal-acuttle |
shaped bonnets, in which their heads and |
faces were buried. 1o trath, however, |
their ingenuity was wonderful. They
made everything they wore—gloves, hats |
aud shoes (eloth shoes ta which the shoe- |
maker added the soles), as well as other
agticles usually of feminine manufusture.
Straw plaiting became a favorite industry,
dividing favor with knitting, since both
could be done by a dim light, and
artificial means of illumination were scant
and teeble. The BSouthern piteh pine
yielded its tarches insbundance, but its
Hickering blage, albeit bright and pietur
esque, is fearfully tryiog to the eyesight,
Tallow candles were articles of luxury
which might be used 10 plenty only by
well to-do farmers aud wealthy contimo
tors. Who invented the Confederate
candle, history will probably vever tell
us; bot from Viiginia to Texas, it be
came a Southern institution, gladdeniog
the firesides of the Couloderacy.  This—
the candle—was a long rope of wax,
ubout the thickness of an ordinary lead
pencil, wound on & wooden stand or frame
—the Counfederate eandlestick. To make
the candle, heeswax and resin (one part
of resin to eight of wax) were melted
together, and u long strand of candle
wick was drawn three times through the
mixture. The rope was usually a long
one, ns many hands as possible being
pressad into serviee for the work. When
finished, the candle was wound upon the
candlestick like yarn upon a r(:t'.li. The
end left free was druwn through a strip
of tin nailed for the purpose on the top
of the candlestick. As the candle burned
away the waxen rope was unwound, stiil
following out the similitude of the reel of
yarn. The light was dim but clear and
steady, and near the eandle was sufficient |

0or 1 wil fan o o= l”'f 1OEOw.. Tha ks3I
Share requited watehing, and ¢ wis un-

safe to leave it long with no one near.
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MBridiling the Tongue

Perhaps we eannot practice a better
discipline than by bridling or gaining
control over our tongues. If any one
has a doubt as to the importance of this
digciplive, let him read what Bt. James
says about it in the third chapter of his
Epistle. It is a terrible description of a
most deadly evil, and yet every word of
it is true. Nor is this all. The evil
thing st forth is wide-spread, all but
universal. Some are more thoughtful
than others, but none among us are suf-
ficiently careful as to what we say or
when we say it. The apostle tells us:
‘If any man oflend not in word, the
sa'me is & perfcct man, and able also te
bridle the whole body.” This is strong
language, but it is true. Belf-control 1a
one of the highest altainments we can
ever reach. The man who ean so con-
trol his impules, his passions, his feel
ings, his emotions, as that they shall
never find untimely or improper expres-
gion in word is ag Christ-like or perfect
as he can ever be in this world. Bome-
times the excuse is made for evil speak-
ing that the person is thoughtless, that
he does not mean what he says. But is
thoughtlessness really any excuse? Doer
it not add to the offence? But however
this may be, christians ought not so te of
fend. They are ns lights and witnesses
in the world. They are the Saviour's
representatives, and as such they should
seek to be as much like Him as possible.
Never should they forget that by their
incopsistencies they ioflict wupon the
cause of Christ the deepest wound it
ever receives. How nwiu‘I the thought
that by our words and acts we may be-
come the stumbling blocks on which oth-
ers may fall and be lost forever! God
forbid it! To guard sgainst this, we
shall do well to improve by trying lo
ain control over ourselves, and particu-
rly over our tongues.

“All for Love."

From the Greenup (Ky.] Independent. ]
R. C. Hannahs and George Fanins,
nPacial guards, arrived htre from Eliott
County on Tuesday, bound for Lexiog.
ton, whither they were conveying Wes-
ley Ooseley, a luoatic. Ubntil ten days
ago Ooseley bhad been sane, orderly and
guiet. Yet for a number of months alove
affair had been preying upon his mind so
vehemently that the light of reason left
him, and he is now a manise. We
were not able to find out the grounds
for the sudden outbreak of his insanity
or its first symptoms; but on Friday
night, after haviog been lying out in the
woods for some lime, he, with a brother
SGao. W.), entered J. R. Bogg's house,
rove out the inmates, and the two then
fortified themselves in the u part of
the house, the stairs to which were mis-
when bhelp arrived to dispel the
two; it was, theretore, rather up hill
work, until finally Wesley's hair protrud-
ed from & hole in the uﬂer floor, which
y seized by the parties below,
. W., struck ll:-‘ldlu hand 3’! thz
wool gatherer with a bed- with sue
foree that this party, d with pain,
rock and threw it at Geo.

‘E.

beld at \ examin-
Sy,

ECONOMY UNDER THE BILOOCK. |
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